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SANDY WBIOHT. 

Bnt Sandy ne'er forgets the child 
That nestles on his back. 

See p. 61. 
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NOTICE. 

The following Nueseet Ehxmes, which were mostlj 
composed for my own children, appear, after the lapse 
of many years, for the first time in ordinary spelling. • 
Two editions in Phonetic Tjrpe were published in 
1848 and 1849, and met with great success in the 
limited circle to which they were addressed. My 
publisher now thinks it advisable to appeal to the 
general public of Mothers and Babies. The Bhxmes 
have been, therefore, revised, increased by some 
others of the same and a more recent date, illus- 
trated, and put into a smarter cover. But Babies 
should receive them fjpom the lips of their parents 
and nurses, and always, if possible, with appropriate 
action, as indicated in a few instances. By intro- 
ducing some longer pieces, especially the two ballads. 
The Grand Menagerie and Sandy WrigJity an attempt 
has been made to accommodate the older as well aa 
the youngest denizens of the nursery. 

A. J. E. 
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PEEP BO I 

Where's my baby gone ? d'you know ? 
Yes, I think he's there. — Peep Bo ! 

Why he's gone again ! Oh no ; 
I shall find him soon. — Peep Bo I 

[When this is said or sung, a handkerchief 
should be held up before (not touching) 
Baby's face^ and in the first verse j the 
singer should peep slily over or round ity 
in the second verse drop it suddenly j just 
before saying Peep Bo ! Alter he and 
him to she and her, when requisite^ 
here and throughout these Khymes.] 

Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



THE EGG. 

Little Tom Trot 

An egg had got, 
But had quite forgotten to boil it. 

He cracked it soon 

With a wooden spoon, 
And so he contrived to spoil it. 

He found it no joke 

To eat white and yolk. 
When they hadn't been set by boiling. 

So the next time Tom Trot 

An egg had got, 
He cooked it, to keep it from spoiling ! 
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THE EAILWAY. 

Off goes the steam 

With a puff and a scream ! 
Round go the wheels ! On we ride ! 

Horses, good Vye! 

You need none of you try 
To catch us or run by our side. 

There's a hollow, there's a ridge. 
There's a tunnel, there's a bridge, 

And there's a station by side of the way ! 
Plenty of women, and plenty of men, 
Some getting out, and some in again. 

There goes the whistle ! Hurrah, hurrah ! 

We shall be home before dark to-day ! 
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THE SINGING BIED. 

Pretty little bird. 

Singing on a tree, 
When your voice I heard, 

It delighted me. 

Now I see you hop, 

Skip from bough to bough. 
Stop, my birdie, stop. 

Don't go from me now 1 

When my birdie comes 
Flying through the air. 

He shall find some crumbs 
Scattered for him there. 
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I'd have never stirred, 

Had you stayed here long. 
Thanks, my bonnie bird, 

For your pretty song. 



TOSSING BABY. 

Up you go ! So high, high, high I 
Up you go ! Will you reach the sky ? 

No, no, no I Go as high as you will. 
Up, up, up ! the sky's higher still ! 

[Toss the Baby during the three first syllables 
of each liney and hold him as high as pos- 
sible at the last Up !] 
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THE SPAEROWS. 

Sparrows in a nest, 

One and two and three ; 
Under mother's breast, 

Warm as warm can be ! 

Mother keeps you warm, 
Father brings you food. 

Troubles you have none, 
Happy Kttle brood ! 

Mind you do not fall 

From your nest on high. 
You've no feathers yet, 

So you cannot fly. 
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When your feathers grow, 

On a sunny day, 
You shall learn to fly, 

Chirp, chirp away I 

FINGERS. 

Come, little Baby, hold out your dear patch. 
And let me look over your finger batch. 

Thumb short and thick, and the forefinger 

longer. 
Then middle finger, much bigger and 

stronger, 

Next comes the fourth, where Mamma wears 

her ring, 

And then little finger, of fingers the king ! 

One little thumb ; fingers one, two, three, 

four! 
That is all right, for, see, I have no more* 
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THE DOLL. 

Poor dear Kttle Poll 

Had just got a doll, 
With a beautiful face made of wax, 

When that mischievous Jack 

Threw the doll on its back. 
And stamped its face all over cracks. 

Poor dear little Poll 

Cried over her doll, 
And called Jack, "a naughty bad brother!'' 

Jack went to his sister. 

And kissed her, and kissed her. 
And promised to buy her another. 
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So whenever Papa, 
Uncle, Aunt, or Mamma, 

Gave Jacky a penny to spend, 
He saved it for Poll 
To buy her a doll ; — 

And he did buy a doll in the end. 



LULLABY. 

Lullaby, lullaby ! 
Go to sleep, my Baby dear. 

Lullaby, lullaby ! 
Go to sleep without a tear. 

Lullaby, lullaby ! 
Little birds now hide their head. 

Lullaby, lullaby! 
Baby, too, must go to bed. 



y Google 



14 



THE MAEKET WOMAN. 

[Dance Bahy on your knee while this is said 
or sung.] 

Up and down ! Up and down ! 
Goody's trotting into town ! 

Sitting on a donkey's back 
Looking like a well-filled sack. 

Up and down ! Up and down ! 
Goody's jolting into town ! 

Baskets hang on either side, 
Filled with eggs and much beside. 

Up and down ! Up and down ! 
Goody's bumping into town 1 
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Goody, mind your donkey's legs, 
Else he'll fall, and break your eggs. 

Up and down ! — no — down and down ! 

Goody then won!t get to town ! 

[Straighten the leg^ and let the child roll 
off the Icnee for a moment^ at the 
words down and down.] 

Good luck. Goody, on your ride ! 
Sell your eggs, and all beside. 

Up and down ! Up and down ! 
Trot away from market town ! 

Bring your husband all your money, 
Then he'll think you sweet as honey ! 

Up and down ! Up and down I 
Bumping home from market town. 
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THE SEA. 

Little children, come with me, 
Take a walk beside the sea, 
Where the curling breakers roar 
Splashing up against the shore. 

Fill with shells your busy hands ; 
Dig big holes about the sands ; 
Run and snuff the bracing air, 
That's for ever blowing there. 

There's a boat ! I see it go. 
How it waggles to and fro ! 
Now it's bobbing up and down, 
Down the hollow, up the crown 
Of the wave that's never still. 
Like an ever-moving hill. 

Hip, hurrah ! The sea for me ! 
There's where I would ever be ! 
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PUSS. 

Scratch I scratch ! Who can be there ? 
Mew ! mew ! It's Puss, I declare. 
Open the door, dear, and don't let her fret. 
Poor little Pussy is dripping with wet ! 
Come, my poor Pussy, lie down by the fire, 
And make yourself warm to your heart's 

desire ! 
Warm your cold skin, and dry your wet fur. 
Leave off your mews, and begin to purr ! 

Pussy lies down by the bright burning fire 
And makes herself warm to her heart's 

desire. 
And as her skin warms, and her furry coat 

dries. 
She stretches her legs, and she shuts her 

eyes. 

Warm is her skin, and dry is her fur, 
But she's gone to sleep, and forgotten to purr t 

B 
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THE BALLAD SINGEE. 

^^ Old man, old man ! 
Singing ballads in the street ! 

Old man, old man ! 
Have you got enough to eat ?" 

^'Little boy, little boy! 
I am singing in the street, 
Little boy, little boy ! 
For I've not enough to eat." 

" Old man, old man ! 
There's a penny in the street ; 

Old man, old man ! 
Now go home and buy some meat." 
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"Little boy, little boy! 
Thank you kindly for your penny ! 

Little boy, little boy I 
May you never want for any !" 

COUNTING TOES- 

How many toes has my Baby dear ? 

Let's count 'em and see that they're all of 

'em here. 

One, two, three, four, five ! One, two, three, 

four, five ! 
Five on each foot, as I'm alive ! 

Here's a great big one — ^We'll call it Papa. 
Here's along slim one — ^We'll callit Mamma. 

Two little Brothers or Sisters are here, 
And last comes a wee thing — ^that's Baby 

dear! 
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HAY MAKING. 

What a sunny summer's day ! 
Let's go out, and make some hay! 

Cut it down, and spread it out, 
Toss it with a fork about. 
Underneath the summer's sun ; 
What a glorious bit of fan ! 

Making hay ! making hay ! 
On a sunny summer's day ! 

Pitch it into cocks so high. 
Spread it out again to dry. 
Build the rick, and make it good 
For the cattle's winter food. 

Making hay ! making hay ! 
On a sunny summer's day I 
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DANCING ALONE. 

Come, let me dance and sing, 
Like a merry little thing ! 
Lightly trip it round about. 
Foot it in, and foot it out ! 

Tra la, la lera la ! 

Le lera, tra la la ! 

Oh what a merry thing ! 
Little birds, I know, can sing, 
They can hop and they can fly,- 
But they cannot dance as I! 

Tra la, la lera la ! 

Le lera, tra la la ! 
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THE WINDMILL. 

* When the wind blows, 
Then the mill goes. 
When the wind drops, 
Then the mill stops.' 
Now the wind's blowing, 
So the mill's going. 
Look at the sails ! how they swing, how they 

swing, 
Like a big bird that is flapping its wing! 
Bound about, and round about ! 
Com goes in, and flour comes out. 
We cannot have bread if we cannot have flour, 
And I must havebreadby my breakfast hour. 
So:— 
Turn about, miU ! 
Never be still ! 
Blow, wind, blow ! 
Make the mill go ! 
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THE BEE. 

Busy bee ! Busy bee ! 
How I love to look at thee ! 
Buzzing here, and buzzing there, 
Through the warm and sunny air, 
Ever working, true and steady. 
Ever active, ever ready. 

Visiting each honey flower, 
Many a long and toilsome hour. 
Then within thy tiny thighs 
Packing up the sugary prize, 
Buzzing oflf to reach thy hive — 
Thou'rt a workman made to thrive. 
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SNOW. 

Snow, snow, snow ! 
All is white below ! 
All above is grey ! 
What a snowy day ! 

When the snowing's done, 
And the frost's begun. 
Playthings will be found 
On the snowy ground. 

Men we'll build, and balls we'll pelt. 
Till the snow begins to melt. 
Then at home we'll snug remain. 
Till dry weather comes again. 

Snow, snow, snow ! 
All is white bebw ! 
All above is grey ! 
What a snowy day ! 
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NEEDLE AND THREAD. 

Little Mary would wheedle 
Nurse Jane for a needle, 

And some cotton as white as new milk ; 
And then she'd sit down, 
And stitch a doll's gown. 

Or a pincushion made of bright silk. 

Little Mary was proud 

Whenever allowed 
To handle a needle and thread ; 

But when she grew older, 

Her wishes grew colder. 
Stitching never once came in her head. 
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**Miss Mary" said Nurse, 

You become worse and worse ! 

Was there ever such idleness seen ? " 

"But," said she, "as I grow, 

I must other things know. 

For I'm not a mere sewing machine ! 

" Stitching' s all very well, 
But then I've to spell. 

And to cram lots of things in my head. 
And so, nursy Jane, 
You must cease to complain 

That I don't use my needle and thread." 

Nurse Jane didn't know 
What to answer, and so, 
"Miss," said she, "let us ask your Papa." 
He laughed at the joke 
And thus at last spoke 
To Mary^ and Nurse, and Mamma. 
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**Not for all in the world 

Should my Mary be curled 
Over sewing and hemming for ever ! 

But if learning bewitches 

Her fingers from stitches, 
She'll be sorry to think she was clever ! " 



THE DOG ON THE HAY. 

A dog found some hay 

In a stable one day, 
Most temptingly piled in a heap ; 

So he made it a bed, 

And curled round his head. 
And was very soon snugly asleep. 



y Google 



28 

The farmer's ass, Jack, 
From a journey came back, 

And wanted to nibble some hay. 
Doggie woke with a howl, 
And then gave a growl. 

And frightened poor donkey away. 

Though dogs never eat 

Any hay for their meat, 
Yet the dog drove the donkey away. 

Oh, what I can't use 

I will never refuse, 
Like that iU-natured dog on the hay ! 



BABY'S MOTTO. 

True Love and Kindness will prevail 
Where Anger, Spite and Cunning fail. 
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THE LAMB. 

Pretty lambs ! darling lambs ! 

How I love to see you frisk. 
Bound about me on the grass 

Gambol, gambol, light and brisk. 

Hark ! I hear an old sheep bleat : 
" Where's my little lamb T 

See ! she hears her lamb reply : 
"Bah-ah! here I am !'' 

Now she sees him, now they run. 
Glad to meet each other. 

What a darling little lamb ! 
What a happy mother ! 
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CATCH ME! 

Pouring rain I pouring rain ! 
We must stop at home again. 
Let us have a game of play 
On this cold and rainy day ! 

" Catch me ! Catch me ! If you can !' 

Jacky cried, and off he ran. 

" I'll be after you, my man ! 

Bound the tables, past the chairs, 

Through the passage, up the stairs ! 

Toddle on, sir ! faster ! faster ! 

I'll be with you soon, young master !" 
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Why, he's gone ! — I see him there. 
Hiding nndemeath a chair. 
" I shall catch you by the heel V 
No, he^s oflf ! — The Uttle eel ! 

There's a cupboard ; stop a minute ; 
I will hide myself within it, — 
Catch him as he passes by. 
What a cunning rogue am I ! 

" I have got you, master Jack, 
By the clpthes upon your back f 
You've no chance to get away !" 

What a glorious game of play 
On this cold and rainy day I 



y Google 



32 



LITTLE ROBIN REDBREAST/ 

Little Robin Redbreast, 

Coming for his bread, 
Hops about the window, 

Cocks aside his head. 

Little Robin Redbreast 
Every morning comes. 

Darling little baby 

Spreads him out some crumbs. 

Little Robin Redbreast 

None of us will vex. 
While he hops about there, 

And his breakfast pecks. 
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Little Robin Redbreast 

Wants no more to-day, 
So he cleans his beak, and 

Then he flies away. 

" Little Robin Redbreast, 
Mind you come again. 
You shall find your breakfast 
Ready for you then." 

Little Robin Redbreast 

Won't forget to come, 
If my darling baby 

Won't forget the crumb. 

[Instead of Baby in this Rhyme the name of 
a Child may be introduced^ as Darling 
little Charlie, dtc] 
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THE RIDE. 

[Papa crosses his legs, and sets Baby Boy 
astraddle on his instep^ holding both his 
hands.] 
Jump up, Boy, and take a ride ! 
Hold my hands on either side. 
First we'll walk, and then we'll trot. 
Then we'll gallop from the spot. 

[Very slow motion up and down.] 
Now we're walking slow and sure, 
Like a donkey, grey and poor. 

[Quicker.] 
Now your steed is getting hot. 
So he breaks into a trot ! 

[Rough trotting.] 
What a jolting ! what a bumping ! 
Up and down the saddle's jumping ! 
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[Faster and faster.] 

Now we give his head some play, 

And he's galloping away ! 

Over hedge, and over briar ! 

Through the grass, and through the mire ! 

Over ditch, and over bramble ! 

Hurry, skurry ! Eamble, scramble I 
[Very fast indeed.] 

What a glorious hunting day ! 

Who can pass us ? Yoicks, hurrah ! 

— ^Hah! your steed has made a stumble, 

And your worship gets a tumble. 

[At Yoicks, hurrah ! the Boy is jumped 
up very high^ and at Hah ! Papa sud- 
denly uncrosses his legs, and lets Boy 
roll on the floor y breaking the fall by 
keeping hold of his hands.] 
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DANCING TOGETHEE. 

Brothers, sisters, cousins. 
Girls and boys by dozens, 

Come and have a prance ! 
Bound about well go. 
Tripping on our toe, 

"What a merry dance ! 

Come, your hand, your hand ! 
None should idle stand, 

All of you be brisk. 
Bound about we'll go, 
Tripping on our toe. 

Full of fan and frisk! 
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KING BABY. 

Ho! Long live King Baby, our monarcli 

to-day ! 

Shout out, all ye children ! Hurrah ! hip, 

hurrah! 

The Nursery's his palace, befitting his purse; 

His Minister Prime is his kind loving Nurse; 

His Courtiers before him obediently stand. 

And bow, go, and come, at a beck of his 

hand. 

Behold our King Baby, all glorious above, 
His robes are his smiles and his crown is 

his love. 
If one of his subjects does something amiss. 
With a pat he chastises, forgives with a kiss. 

So long live King Baby, our monarch to-day ! 
Shout out all ye children ! Hurrah ! hip, 

hurrah ! 
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THE NOSEGAYS. 

Plucking flowers, plucking flowers, 
While the merry sun is shining, 

Through the pleasant country hours 
Summer garlands deftly twining ! 

Buttercups with dazzling yeUow, 
Bagged Bobin, pretty fellow, 
Modest Speedwell all in blue, 
Daisy white and Stitchwort too. 

Lesser Celandine's bright star 
Guttering from the bank afar. 
And beside it on the moss 
Blue Ground Ivy's silvery cross. 

Then, for perfume loving noses, 
Bind some May among our posies, 
Woodruff, Honeysuckle sweet, 
And our nosegays are complete. 



y Google 



y Google 






.*a 



o 
H 



y Google 



39 



DOG TRAY. 

*'Why, my dog Tray, sir, where can you 

have been ? 
In such a condition you never were seen ! 
Tour paws are all dirty, your coat is all wet. 
Pray how in this mess did you manage to 

get? 
Why do you scratch, sir, and whine at the 

door? 
Well, then, I'll follow ; just run on before." 

Off the dog starts with a quick eager bound; 
To see if I follow, he often looks round. 
Close to the water's edge he stops, 
Down in the grass his nose he drops. 
Howling and whining he bounds back to me. 
What can he want ? I'm impatient to see. 
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In the long grass, laid flat on his back, 
Whom should I see but my dear little Jack ? 
By the water's edge as they played about, 
Poor Jack tumbled in, and dear Tray pulled 

him out. 
And my poor little Jack had been certainly 

drowned, 
If dear faithful Tray hadn't brought him to 

ground. 

My poor little Jack is wet, chilly, and ill. 
But, thanks to my doggie ! dear Jack's aUve 

still. 
Tray saved him from drowning, and ran off 

to me, 
That I might conle quickly, poor Jacky to 

see. 
Oh my dear dog Tray ! Oh my good dog 

Tray ! 
How much I shall love you, dog, after to- 

• day! 
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FIGHTING. 

Jowler and Towser are having a match. 
At it they go, bite, scramble and scratch ! 
Naughty dogs ! You mustn't be fighting, 
I won't have you scrambling and scratching 

and biting ! 

Two little boys quarrelled over their play, 

And, Uke Jowler and Towser, were fighting 

one day. 
Mamma heard the noise in the room over- 
head, 
And coming up quickly, to both of them 

said: — 
" If we won't let two quarrelsome dogs 

make a noise, 
What shall we say to two quarrelsome boys ? 
Fie ! fie ! would you strike at your brother ? 
Make it up quickly, and love one another !" 
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THE BOYS AND THE PLUM, 

As Tommy and Harry were out at their 

play. 

They spied alarge plum on the road one day. 
**Ha, ha!" says bold Harry, ''1% have 

that same plum, 
And eat it all up, Tom, before you can 

come. 
For I can run faster, much faster, I know. 
So, Tommy, I warn you,*' and having said so, 
He set off at a gallop, and ran towards the 

place, 
liVhile Tommy was soon left behind in the 

race. 
But Harry, when running, no thought 

had bestowed 
On what by ill-luck might stick up in the 

road, 
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And a stone, of whose presence he was not 

aware, 
Tripped him up in a moment, and laid him 

low there. 
So Tommy got up to the plum on the road, 
Before limping Harry could reach its abode. 
Not the quickest is always the first in the 

race. 
For quickness to forethought will ever give 

place. 
When Harry came up, Tommy begged 

he'd have half. 
Nor offered at Harry's misfortune to laugh. 
For Tommy knew better, though winning 

the race, 
Than to take an advantage of others' dis- 
grace. 
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CLIMBING. 

His father had many a day ordered Frank 
Never to climb up a sUppery bank, 
For he knew if he did, he would faU and be 

hurt, 
Or cover his clothes with the nasty black 

dirt. 
But Frank didn't mind, and of course he 

got hurt. 
He thought he could do it so grandly, 

proud Frank ! 
As he cUmbed one day up the slippery bank. 
Poor little Frank had a terrible fall ! 
He feU on his head, and began to squall ! 
And he wished in his heart that he'd not 

climbed at all ! 
Plasters and leeches were put to his head, 
All the day long he'd to lie in his bed. 
And twenty times to himself he said : — 
'' Oh ! oh ! what a terrible fall ! 
I wish in my heart that I'd not climbed at 

all !" 
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THE GRAND MENAGEKIE. 

[See Gellert's delightful little poem, called the 
JBhinoceros.'] 

I never knew a better boy 

, Than little Tommy Gee. 
He loved his neighbours and his book, 
A merry lad was he. 

It happened once that in the town, 
Where Uved this Tommy Gee, 

In ten large yellow vans there came 
A Grand Menagerie. 

The vans were built up in a square. 
The doors were opened wide, 

And pictures full of birds and beasts 
Were hung on poles outside. 
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How gaped the children all around 
At those great works of art, 

Where Lions prowl, and Eagles soar, 
And Boa Constrictors dart. 

"Come hither, hither, girls and boys ! " 
' Twas thus the Showman cried, 

'^'Tis only sixpence for to see 

These birds and beasts inside ! '* 

Sixpence ! To see them all I Alive ! 

As once in Paradise I 
Happy the boy whose pouch contains 

That pass to all that's nice ! 

Now Tommy's father Tommy loyed, 
And though his gains were small, 

To please his little Tommy, he 
Had gladly given them all. 
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But Tommy's fether put them by, 
That Tom might learn his book. 

And so he gave him pennies few, 
But many a loving look. 

Yet when Tom's father saw arrive 

That Grand Menagerie, 
He took his money out, and said : 
*' There's sixpence ; go and see J " 

Tom clapped his hands for joy, be sure, 
And thanked with kiss and look ; 

He held his sixpence fast, and quick 
His cap from cupboard took. 

But as he hurries out to seek 

The Grand Menagerie, 
He brushes by a poor old man. 

Whom it was sad to see. 
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Tom slackens pace, and then looks back, 
Walks slowly on, then stops. 

And in his two bright eyes I see. 
Two brighter little drops. 

The sixpence in his hand is hot ; 

He runs so fast he can. 
And out of breath with haste, he says : 
*' There's sixpence, my good man ! " 

It was not sixpence Tommy gave, 
Though more you could not see. 

He gave up all his treasured treat. 
The Grand Menagerie. 

His kindness was the sole reward 

Of little Tommy Gee, 
But who was happier that beheld 

That Grand Menagerie ? 
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SANDY WEIGHT. 

[See Hugh Millar's Scenes (md Legends of the North 
of Scotland.'] 

The night is dark, the wind is cold, 
The snow falls thick and fast ! 

A sturdy man might scarcely fiace 
That strong and wintry blast ! 

Brave Sandy Wright of Cromarty 
Speeds on with comrades twain, 

Six weary miles must still be trudged 
Before the inn they gain. 

'' Now Heaven shield us ! " Sandy cries, 
*^ What's that wee form I see ? 
No child of earth can walk to-night. 
A goblin it must be." 
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But, no ! a real child of earth 

Came tottering towards the men. 
" Heigh, sirs ! I'm weary, cold and ill, 
And won't you help me, then ? " 

" Aye, that I will," brave Sandy cried, 
And seized his tiny hand : 
No truer soul than Sandy Wright's 
Is living in our land 1 

The boy looked up with grateful eye 
That spoke to Sandy's heart, 

And clutched his guardian's brawny hand, 
As if he ne'er would part. 

But soon his little tottering limbs 
Fall powerless on the snow. 

And e'en with Sandy's sturdy help 
No farther step can go. 
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*^ Come, Sandy, come, and save yourself. 
The boy yon cannot save." 
So spake the rest, but Sandy Wright 
To leave him was too brave. 

He hoists the lad upon his back ; 

The wind blows sharp and strong, 
A weaker man than Sandy Wright 

Had hardly pushed along. 

Oft must they stoop upon the snow 
To feel the pathway's track. 

But Sandy ne'er forgets the child 
That nestles on his back. 

Night passes on, each hour appears 

Their trouble to begin I 
Oh what a sight of joy it was, 

That little roadside inn ! 
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There Sandy drops his precious load, 
And dries, and rubs, and warms. 

And lays him in his own snug bed 
Secure against the storms. 

The morning broke, and cast around 

A veil of frozen haze. 
No sun burst through that leaden sky 

To cheer earth with his rays. 

" To-day's no day for little boys 
To travel further on ; 
So tell me, child," quoth Sandy Wright, 
" Where would you now be gone ? " 

'' To Edinbro' would I be gone," 

The little child repUed, 
" To seek for friends my father had. 

For I have none beside." 
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" To Edinbro' I Heaven bless the child I " 
Cried Sandy Wright, " Nay ! nay ! 
Before you'd reach that mnckle town, 
You'd perish by the way ! 

*' But let us hear your tale, my lad ; 

Don't fear to speak your mind." 
^' Nay that I won't," the boy replied, 
" You look at me so kind. 

" From Cromarty, beside the sea. 
To where we met I've walked 
About the way to Edinbro' 
My mother often talked. 

" Said she : * When God, the merciful. 
This life of sorrow ends, 
You'll go to Edinbro' my dear, 
And seek your father's friends. 



y Google 



£4 

" * You'll have to go alone, my boy I 
But think how great is God I 
You need not fear to lose your way, 
He knows it, every rod I* 

" My mother pined from day to day ; 
We'd scarce enough to eat. 
But something else was killing her. 
And not the lack of meat. 

" I don't know what it was, but here 
I've letters in my sack, 
And when I've come to Edinbro', 
They'U never send me back. 

'' I've got no money in my pouch. 
But here's my mother's ring, 
'Tis yours with all my heart, if me 
To Edinbro' you'll bring," 
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" Nay, keep your ring ! " good Sandy said, 
" I care not for the gem. 
'Twill help you find your father's friends; 
So keep it, lad, for them. 

*' I have but little, that's the truth, 
But what I have you'll share. 
As for my eating orphan's bread. 
It's more than I can bear. 

^' I've come from Cromarty like you. 
To Edinbro' I go, 
And so we'U trudge, lad, side by side. 
Like heroes, through the snow. 

" And when your weary little legs 
Refuse to bear their load. 
You'll ride upon my back again 
As yesterday you rode." 
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So many a day through storm and cold, 
O'er heath and moorland wild, 

Trudged Sandy Wright, and by his side 
The little orphan child. 

And many a day, ere night set in. 

For many a long Scots mile, 
Brave Sandy bore his living pack 

With self-contented smile* 

But time and patience conquer all. 
The longest journey ends ; 

And so at last in Edinbro' 
Arrive our weary friends. 

Pull anxiously they walk along 

Through many a crowded street. 
In hopes among the passing folk 
• Some friendly face to greet. 
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At length the boy cries : " Sandy, see ! 

My mother's sister dear ! " 
And points him out a bonnie lass 

Who stood and chaffered near. 

But, oh ! what joy was in their eyes 

When they beheld each other I ^ 
How oft the aunt her nephew kissed, 

How much she wept his mother- 
Brave Sandy waited not for thanks, 

But turned with tearful eye, 
And squeezing once the boy's wee hand. 

Cried, " Bless you, lad ! Good b'ye ! " 
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Now sixteen years have come and gone 

Since that eventful day, 
And Sandy's head of coalblack hair 

Is grizzled o'er with grey. 

Ill fares the world with Sandy Wright, 
The boatman true and brave, 

He's lost his pension and his place 
Through one he tried to save. 

So once again to Edinbro' 

Old Sandy Wright mnst go. 

Ill could he bear an urchin now, 
Or battle with the snow. 

But as once more he wanders forth 

Upon the seKsame road. 
His thoughts run ever and again 

Upon his former load. 
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" Now all I have, I'd give," he cries, 
" To see the rogue again f 
I wonder how he's faring now, 
A man 'mid other men ! " 

No help for Sandy from his friends. 
For they are poor and few, 

And Sandy when he saved his mate 
Had hurt the Kevenue. 

And so he loiters through the streets 

Not knowing what to do, 
When by him speeds another man, 

Then stops and loiters too. 

Then turns and passes him again. 

And gazes in his face, 
Then comes again with outstretched hand 

And hurried joyous pace. 
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" Why, Sandy Wright ! it mnst be he I 
I know that face full well I " 

"My name is Sandy Wright, indeed. 
But who are yon, sir, tell ? " 

'' Now Heaven bless you, Sandy Wright ! 
I'm Archie Hamilton — 
You'll know me soon — of Cromarty — 
The widow's little son — 

*' The boy you carried many a mile 
And cherished many a night. 
Oh ! I shall ne'er forget that face. 
My own good Sandy Wright. 

" My father's friends were rich and great, 
My mother's low and weak. 
And so they cast her off in scorn 
Her bread of toil to seek. 
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'But, mother dead, their hearts were turned, 

And pity marked their face. 
My father and his fault were dead, 
They took me in his place. 

' An advocate is Archie now 

And money has to spare. 

Once Sandy bore our joint expence, 

Now Archie all must bear. 

' So come and see my home,'' he cried, 

*' My children and my wife 
Will long to kiss dear Sandy Wright, 
That saved my infant life." 

Now who can tell what joy was there 
When these two friends did meet, 

How proudly Sandy marched beside 
His Archie through the street. 
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Enough, two weeks were passed in bliss, 
And, ere the third was o'er, 

Archie got Sandy's place again 
And pension as before. 

Then oft, to Cromarty returned, 
Old Sandy Wright would say : 
" A man may live and learn be sure 
Until his dying day. 

" For I was sixty ere I knew 

What means that text which says, 
That * Bread upon the waters cast 
Eetums in many days.' " 
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MOENING HYMN. 

Another day ! another day 
God has giv'n for work and play, 
Another day of sunny light, 
After all the dark of night. 

God ! that watched me whilst I slept, 
And from every danger kept. 
Keep me still, I thankftd pray, 
From the dangers of the day. 

Let me love all honest labour. 
Kindly treat my friend and neighbour, 
Make me wish, this livelong day. 
Thy commandments to obey. 

Drive away each sinful thought. 
Let me love thee as I ought. 
Bight to do, oh ! let me strive, 
God I as long as I'm alive. 
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EVENING HYMN. 

Evening comes, the day is sped, 
Night will soon be o'er us spread. 
God ! I thank thee for thy care 
Whilst the daylight glittered there. 

Keep me safely through the night, 
As thou watched me while 'twas light. 
Thou that madest the glorious sun. 
Day and night to thee are one. 

Turn, I pray thee, full of grace, 
Tow'rds my nightly resting place. 
Watch me, while I slumbering lie, 
With thine all-discerning eye. 

Thou could'st see me, if I tried 
From thy gaze my faults to hide. 
Grant, oh ! grant my nightly prayer. 
Make me love thy constant care. 
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